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Frederick Tennyson wrote from Florence :
Dec. 30$, 1854.
MY DEAR E. AND A.,
Browning comes in occasionally, but poor Mrs B. never stirs out during the winter. Under the rose, they are both preparing new poems, Browning a batch of Lyrics which are to be the real thing, Mrs B. a kind of Metrical Romance. Though I have the highest esteem for Browning, and believe him to be a man of infinite learning, jest and bonhommie, and moreover a sterling heart that reverbs no hollowness, I verily believe his school of poetry to be the most grotesque conceivable. With the exception of the " Blot on the 'Scutcheon/' through which you may possibly grope your way without the aid of an Ariadne, the rest appear to me to be Chinese puzzles, trackless labyrinths, unapproachable nebulosities. Yet he has a very Catholic taste in poetry, doing justice to everything good in all poets past or present, and he is one who has a profound admira-tion of Alfred. I hear from Palgrave that A. has a new poem on the stocks ; a few of the best stanzas in your next letter I should prize highly, and the Brownings would be delighted to see a specimen of it. I suppose the poem on the " Charge of the Six Hundred " in the Examiner, signed A. T., is really by Alfred. Browning sent me the paper but I could give him no informa-tion on the subject.
Your affectionate brother, F. TENNYSON.
On Jan. loth, 1855, my father had " finished, and read out, several lyrics of ' Maud.' " The weather in January and February was arctic and the waves froze on the beach.
The news of the loss of Sir John Franklin, my mother's uncle, in the Arctic Regions was at this time " a great shock V It is interesting to note that Dr Kane, who was on the second Grinnell Expedition in search of Sir John, honoured my father by naming a natural rock
1 My mother thought that her uncle's last words to her were : " If I am lost, remember, Ernily? my firm belief that there is open sea at the North Pole."